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In  Medicine— 

WHEN  you  get  out  into  the  medical  world,  you'll  find 
young  doctors  are  judged  by  something  more  than 
diagnostic  ability  and  knowledge  of  their  subject.  The  at- 
mosphere of  success  plays  its  part — the  evidence  that  you 
have  "arrived."  And  among  the  little  details  that  indicate 
success,  there's  the  habit  of  preferring 


rino 


^The  One  Cigarette  Sold  the  World  Over 


■>•> 


Remember  that  Melachrino  is  a  masterblend 
of  the  finest  Turkish  Tobaccos  as  originated 
byMiltiadesMelachrino.  Egyptian  cigarettes 
are  simply  those  that  originated  in  Egypt. 
But  the  tobacco  is  what  you  want  to  know 
about  —  and  if  it's  Melachrino— it's  right. 
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REVO  OR' 

HOTEL 

RESTAU  RAN' 


TWO    FAMOUS   SPECIALTIES: 

WHOLE  BROILED 
BABY   LOBSTER 

—  75c  — 

BREAST   OF 
GUINEA  HEN 

—  75c  — 


OX     11(1     MINI      I A  I  KY    N<)()\    AND 
NIGHT,     INCLUDING    SUNDAYS 

Special  Moderate-Price  After-Theater  Menu. 


T7AYORED  by  alumni  of  both  North- 
■*■  western  and  Chicago  Universities — 
thirty  to  forty  alumni  foregather  there 
for  luncheon  every  Tuesday.  In  addition, 
Brevoort  Hotel  has  been  the  recipient  of 
many  courtesies  of  patronage  from 
fraternities. 

The  Brevoort  seeks  to  uphold  worthily 
the  best  traditions  of  American  hotels 
famed  for  hospitality,  and  its  environ- 
ment has  always  been  and  always  will  be 
worthy  of  the  full  confidence  of  gentle- 
folk.  ' 

BREVOORT  HOTEL 

Madison  St.,  East  of  La  Salle 
CHICAGO 


THE   CLUB 


CASCADES 

FORMERLY  POMPEIAN  CASCADES 


Dancing  on  Wednesday,  Friday 
Saturday,  Sunday 


Harry  Hyatt,   Herb  Mintz 
and  Their  Orchestra 


Wednesday   is  Song  Publishers'  Nite 
Friday  is  College  Nite 


A  T^endezVous  for  Dancers 


ROSS   L1ZARS.   Manager 
4940  Sheridan  Road  South  of  Argyle 


Spectacles 


anc 


Eyeglasses 

Made  and  Repaired 
on  the  Premises 


._  ^  o^:8 


Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Opticians 

527  DAVIS  STREET 

North  Shore  Hotel  Building  Phone  6804 
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New  Ideas  for  Sprin. 


Whatever  is  New  in  Men's 
Wear  —  Clothing,  Hats,  or 
Haberdashery,  you'll  find  it  in 
this  store  for  University  men 

MacFarland  Eh  man  Co. 

Church  and  Sherman  Streets 

Open  Tuesday,  Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 


WHEN  parents  come  to  visit  students  they  may,  in  Hotel  Somerset, 
enjoy  the  advantages  of  residence  in  one  of  Chicago's  finest  hotels 
and  yet  be  within  a  short  ride  of  the  University,  by  elevated  or  sur- 
face cars.  Kitchenette  apartments,  or  rooms  without  kitchenette, 
including  both  tub  and  shower  bath  may  be  had  at  moderate  rates. 

Informal  Dances  The  Restaurant 

The  fall  and  winter  program  includes  informal  Sunday  evening  tea  in  the  Somerset's  moderate- 
dancing  in  the  lobby,  a  unique  feature  in  Chi-  price  restaurant  (entrance  through  the  lobby, 
cago  hotel  life,  every  Thursday  evening,  after  or  from  Argyle  Street)  is  a  popular  function 
8:30  o'clock.  among  North  Shore  residents. 

The  Solarium 

Upon    the   top  floor  is  a  solarium,    available  at  very  moderate  cost  for 
large   or  small   parties,  banquets  or  other  functions,  afternoons  or  nights. 


Sheridan  Road  at  Argyle 

S.  W.  GERSTNER,  Manager  Telephone 

(Formerly  of  French  Lick  Sprigs  Hotel)  CHICAGO  Sunnyside  7000 
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PICTURE  OF  A  GIRL  WHO  LIKES  "SNUGGLEPUPPING" 
The  "Windy  Number"  would  not  be  complete  without  a  pic- 
ture from  the  "WIND  BLEW  INN" 
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The  Athletic  Future 

WE  ARE  glad  that  we  at  last  have  a  full-time  football  coach  and  we  are  glad  that  the  man 
is  <  rlenn  Thistlethwaite.     We  welcome  him.     He   has   no   easy   task   ahead   of    him,   but   he 
comes   realizing   that    fact.      He    is   counting  on  and  should  receive  the  support  of  every  stu- 
dent and  alumnus.      He  has  paid  us  the   following  tribute:     "There  isn't  a  university  in  the  confer- 
ence with  the  spirit  of  Northwestern  and  this  spirit  can  do  more  to  make  a  winning  team  than  all  the 
coaches  in  the  country."     Let  us  do  our  part. 

Northwestern  is  developing  a  permanent  athletic  policy  and  there  are  brighter  prospects  for 
the  future.  But  we  must  not  expect  miracles  to  happen  and  look  for  a  championship  team  the  first 
year.  Neither  must  we  get  discouraged  if  we  do  not  make  gigantic  strides  forward.  It  is  better 
to  build  slowly  and  well  than  swiftly  and  have  a  team  that  will  soon  flivver.  It  may  be  better  to 
build    for   the    future   than    for   immediate   gratification. 

Coach  Thistlethwaite  was  given  a  contract  for  five  years  so  that  he  could  work  for  perman- 
ance.  He  is  going  to  work  with  his  unqualified  loyalty  and  maximum  effort  for  the  best  good  of 
Northwestern.     We  and  those  who  follow  can  do  no  less  than  give  our  loyal  support. 
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ONE  WAY  in  which  we  can  help  build  strong  athletic  teams  is  to  help  make  Northwestern 
attractive  to  athletes.  The  last  of  March  Northwestern  will  hold  its  annual  interschoolastic. 
Five  hundred  schools  in  the  middle  west  are  asked  to  send  their  best  athletes.  The  way 
they  are  treated  while  here  goes  a  long  way  toward  shaping  their  opinions  of  the  school.  We  have 
no  better  chance  to  instil  into  these  men  a  desire  to  come  to  Northwestern.  The  Purple  Parrot  is 
going  to  co-operate  all  it  can.  The  next  number,  which  comes  out  at  the  time  of  the  interscholastic, 
will  be  called  the  Interscholastic  Number. 


The  Honor  System 

THERE  are  some  of  us,  who  have  been  here  a  long  time,  who  used  to  think  it  was  a  crime  the 
way  exams  were  run  under  the  old  honor  system  ,  so  we  were  willing  to  see  it  abolished.    But 
after  seeing  all  the  cribbing  that  went  on  in  the  last  semesters  exams  we  believe  the  crime  then 
as  compared  to  the  present  was  as  petty  theiving  compared  to  murder. 

The  honor  system  should  be  reinstated  at  Northwestern.  The  principle  is  correct  but  a  good 
plan  of  operation  is  necessary  for  its  successful  operation.  Why  not  study  the  systems  at  schools 
where  it  has  been  successful? 


Publicity 

WE  BEWAIL  the  unfavorable  publicity  given  Northwestern  as  much  as  anybody  inasmuch 
as  this  magazine  has  had  its  share  through  no  efforts  of  its  own.  This  publicity  has  helped 
the  magazine  but  in  some  cases  has  not  helped  the  school.  This  is  to  be  lamented.  We 
believe  one  cause  for  so  much  publicity  is  the  student  reporters.  They  are  paid  by  the  space  they 
fill  and  when  any  rumor  can  be  turned  into  dollars  the  school  takes  last  place. 


Our  New  Office 

WE  HOPE  all  our  friends,  enemies  and  contributors  will  notice  that  we  have  established  an 
office  on  the  campus.  Both  the  editor  and  the  business  manager  will  be  in  the  office  dur- 
ing the  designated  hours  as  shown  in  the  masthead.  Drop  around  for  a  chat  about  the 
"Young  Bird".  Perhaps  you  have  a  suggestion  or  we  can  show  you  where  you  can  contribute.  Bring 
vour  contributions  around.     What  have  vou? 


Criticisms 

WE  HAVE  no  objections  to  the  monthly  review    or    criticism.      We    would    suggest,    however, 
that  if  you  have  any  criticism  to  make  or  any  advice  to  give  that  you  write  it  to  the  editor. 
That  way  it   will   receive  much  more  serious    thought    and    attention.      Better    contributions 
are  the  best  criticisms. 


The   Purple  Parrot  could  use  a  few  wisecrackers. 
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She  (after  the  vaudeville) : 
"What  was  the  magician's  best 
trick?" 

He:  "Hiding  behind  a  woman's 
skirts." 


"Man  wants  little  here  below." 
''And  has  it  above  the  ears." 


Clad  in  thin  negligee  she  glid- 
ed into  the  corridor  with  a  quick 
nervous  motion  and  gazed  on 
either  side  as  though  searching 
for  something.  Reeling  slight- 
ly, she  touched  the  hangings  near 
her  and  steadying  herself,  ad- 
vanced a  little  farther  toward  a 
dim  light.  Suddenly  she  heard 
a  step  behind  her  and  shrank 
against  the  draperies  as  if  seized 
with  terror.  Calming  herself 
she  turned  and  addressed  the  in- 
truder. 

"Oh,  would  you  tell  me  where 
lower  seven  is,  please?" 


A  Windy  Pome 

Here's  to  the  breezes 
That  furnish  the  wheezes 
About  the  girls'  kneeses 
And  hay  fever  sneezes 
For  joke-writing  cheeses. 


When  a   girl  says 
She  must  go  in  a  taxi, 
Take  this  advice: 
It's  not  being  done — 
You  are. 


Nurse:  "I  understand  the 
box  that  hit  you  fell  five  stories 
to  the  ground." 

Mangled  Victim:  "I  was  un- 
der that  impression." 


Marcel:  "What  a  masculine  head 
yon  have;  it  ought  to  be  on  a  man's 
shoulders." 

Wave:     "It   often   is." 


MORE    IMPRESSIONS 

Isn't  it  the  glorious 

Height  of  gratitude 

To  give  one's  dear  girl 

A  Christmas  present  of — 

Oh,  say,  a  box  of  rouge  or  face 

powder 
And  then  get  it  all  back 
When    she    thanks    you 
So  sweetly? 


A    PROBLEM 

As   I've  struggled  along 
The  walk  at  Fisk  Hall 
I've  often  noticed 
The  wind  raising  havoc 
With  the  conventions 
And  lifting  her  skirts 
Just  a  trifle  too  high. 
And  the  very  next  day 
The  wind  blows  as  hard 
And  I've  seen  her  again 
In   the   same  predicament 
With  the  very  same  skirt 
And  the  very  same  length 
And  then  I've  wondered 
If  the  second  offense 
Was  due  to  poor  judgment 
Or   failure  to  observe 
The  weather  conditions 
Or  if  it  might  be 
The  only  one  she  had 
And  anyhow 
It  may  just  have  been 
The  co-educational  problem. 
I  thank  vou. 


The  frosh  who  hangs  around 
the  stage  door  at  the  Hoyburn 
opines  that  cosmetics  are 
"peach  preservers." 


'25:  "See  the  couple  standing 
over  there  by  the  pillar?" 

'24:  "Yes,  they  are  doing  the 
elevator  dance." 

'25:     "How's  that?" 

'24 :     "There  are  no  steps." 
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FAMOUS  WINDS 


Trade 
March 


West  - 
Whirl 


-y  City 
-ow 


Lectures,  and 

around  back  door  to 

Fisk. 


"He  threatened  to  blow  his  brains 
out." 

"Some  lungs!" 


A  Drama  of  Life 

In  Four  Acts 
Act    One 

"I  do." 
Act   Two 

"Hie." 

Act   Three 

"Your  Honor,  he  struck  me." 

Act  Four 

"Granted." 

(curtain) 

(Curtain   rises   for  an   instant 

showing    the    heroine     vamping 

number  two. ) 


Hush,  little  co#d, 

Don't    you    cry, 
You'll  get  some  little  frat   pin 

Bye  and  bye. 


Parable  of  the  Windy  One 

Once  there  was  in  the  College 
a  certain  Windy  one  Whose 
chief  Diversion  was  Blowing 
about  what  He  had  Done  and 
when  He  wasn't  Blowing  He  was 
Rejoicing  Aloud  that  He  was  not 
as  Other  Men,  Boastful.  When 
He  wasn't  Rejoicing  he  was  ex- 
plaining that  He  could  do  Any- 
thing and  the  only  Reason  that 
He  didn't  was  that  He  Didn't 
Want  to.  Edison  was  a  small 
town  Handy-man  compared  to 
Him  and  Washington  would 
have  Lost  His  Job  if  He  had 
been  born  a  few  years  Earlier. 
Babe  Ruth  would  have  retired 
to  the  Bush  Leagues  as  a  Bat 
Boy  if  He  had  taken  any  inter- 
est in  Baseball.  In  fact,  the  Only 
thing  that  prevented  His  Com- 
ing into  the  Public  Notice  and 
Crowding  the  Limelight  was  His 
Inability  to  Decide  which  field 
of  endeavor  to  Enrich  with  His 
Presence.  The  Professors,  how- 
ever, didn't  Understand  Him  and 
His  mighty  Works  and  Incon- 
siderately gave  Him  F's,  show- 
ing their  Inappreciation  of  Real 
Genius.  When  the  Examina- 
tions came  He  was  Utterly  Un- 
able to  write  anything  in  the 
Blue  Book  and  returned  unto 
His  Own  Country  before  the 
next  Semester  where  his  Papa's 
Wrath  descended  upon  Him  in 
the  form  of  a  Strap.  Thus  fall 
the  mighty  (blowers). 

Better  a  little  credit  in  the 
Registrar's  office  than  a  great 
Mountain  of  Credit  in  your 
Estimation. 


He  kissed   her — gently. 
She  slapped  him — hardly. 


Here  is  the  picture  you  expected 
to  see  on  the  cover  when  you  heard 
this  was  the  windy  number. 


Chile:     "Consider  the  little  pin — " 
Bean:     "Its  flat   head  never  sees 
the   point." 


Discovered   at   Last 

Co-eds  wear  galoshes  because 
the  fellows  are  so  mushy. 


"What's  the  fastest  thing  on 
earth?" 

"Clues ;  they  are  rarely  run 
down." 


A  frosh 
Soon  learns 
That  girls 
Do  not  slap  you 
After  being  kissed 
Nearly  as  much 
As  they  like 
To  say 
Thev  will. 
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PROGNOSTICATING    PROHIBITION 

By  Fritz  Blocki 


Editor's  Note — This  story  is  the  big  breeze  of  the  issue  The 
reason  why  we  had  a  Windy  Number  was  so  we  could  use  this 
typhoon.  It  blows  so  strongly  that  it  takes  your  breath  away  and 
blows  dust  m  your  eyes  so  that  you  do  not  know  what  vou  are 
reaclinjj.  You  are  not  missing  anything,  however.  You  can'find  all 
moral   to°it        '"    Webster  S    breezy    little    book    a"d    there     is    no 

"  'Why  is  it  ?' 
"That  pertinent  and  at  times  impertinent 
question  is  all  too  often  the  cause  of  serious 
cerebral  confusion  and  externally  eminent  em- 
barrassment. For  the  good  of  mankind  and  the 
peace  of  the  world  we  must  dispose  of  it  for  all 
time  if  for  no  other  time.  Therefore,  let  us  in- 
ject our  innocuous  omnipotent  optic  into  this 
persistently  puzzling  problem  to  endeavor  to  dis- 
cover its  wherefore." 

The  scene  was  intensely  serious.  The  occa- 
sion was  auspicious.  The  fateful  day  for  the 
decision  of  the  great  question  had  arrived,  and 
the  court  room  was  crowded  with  absences. 
Langorous  Larry,  the  latitudinous  lawyer,  with 
the  courage  of  a  Roman  gladiator  trying  to  ride 
a  motorcycle  in  full  armor,  plunged  at  once  into 
the  timorous,  tender  heart  of  the  discussion  by 
continuing  in  the  stenographic  tones  of  a  tipsy 
teamster. 

"Progressing  scientifically,  we  shall  next  in- 
judiciously uncover  our  second  lump  in  the 
gravy,  culinarily  speaking,  i.  e..  viz.  and  to-wit : 

'"Well,  why  isn't  it?' 

"The  puzzle  now  begins  to  take  on  the  per- 
spective of  a  really  knotty  problem.  Our 
cerebral  serenity  was  at  first  succinctly  seduced 
by  the  jarring  assertion.  'Why  is  it  ?' "and  then, 
before  we  sufficiently  re-induce  our  composure 
we  are  again  metaphorically  treed  by  the  more 
inquisitive  question.  'Well,  why  isn't  it?'.  The 
rapid-fire  ask-and-answer  transition  begins  to 
lend  the  debate  the  aura  of  an  international 
diplomatic  discussion  or  of  a  nationally  notorious 
divorce  denouement." 

We  crochet  our  brumous  brows  more  closely 
and  call  lor  another  order  of  Postum.  There 
is  no  reason,  however.  Then  the  tragedy  trans- 
gresses further.  Langorous  Larry  laconically 
continues. 

"Well,  1  myself,  will  repeat,  'Why  isn't  it?' 
It  might  be.  in  this  case,  or  again  it  might  not  be. 
In  I  act.  the  circumstantial  evidence  is  so  sar- 
donic that  one  really  can't  (ell. 


"The  court  will  admit  that  it  might  be,  but 
it  must  also  not  fail  to  instruct  the  jury  that  it 
might  not  be  in  the  strongest  of  terms,  and  very 
likely  isn't  in  the  slightest.  Who,  pray  tell,  in 
this  vale  of  short  skirts  and  transparent  stock- 
ings, can  really  tell  whether  it  is  or  it  isn't?  I 
cannot,  and  so  I  modestly  take  it  for  granted 
that  you  cannot,  and  if  you  can,  how  can  you 
prove  it  ?  How  do  you  know  that  it  won't  be, 
or  just  isn't?  Have  you  been  noticeably  affected 
by  it,  and  how  so ?  1  low  do  you  know  it  was  that 
and  not  the  other? 

"We  may  even  go  so  far,  if  you  will  put 
aside  your  lipsticks  for  just  a  moment,  to  say 
that  it  may  never  have  been,  or  can't  be,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  it  was  supposed  to  have  been. 
Ponder  this  momentous  mental  monstrosity 
while  I  study  the  symmetry  of  the  question  mark 
for  further  enlightenment,  gentlemen  of  the 
jury." 

After  a  few  moments  of  literary  gymnastics 
in  punctuating  the  new  Persian  Blue  Laws  advo- 
cating closing  the  deserts  on  Sundays,  he 
continued  : 

"Gentlemen  of  the  jury  and  fellow  root  beer 
fiends,  from  the  facts  of  this  case  thus  far  kept 
hidden,  can  you  positively  state,  kissing  the 
family  cook  book,  that  it  isn't?  How  do  you 
know  it  won't  be  or  has  been  ? 

"Your  silence  advertises  your  embarrassment 
ami  your  snarls  bespeak  your  interest.  There- 
fore, in  view  of  the  extreme  uncertainty  of  the 
facts  as  misrepresented  by  me,  and  in  further 
view  of  the  dire  consequences  attendant  upon 
your  careless  consideration  of  the  subject  not 
in  mind,  I  emphatically  adjure  you  that  it  is  not." 

He  excluded  his  argument  by  throwing  a 
banana  at  the  slumbering  judge  and  the  jury 
retired  to  a  nearby  poolroom  for  deliberation. 
After  several  hours  of  closely  confined  argu- 
ment behind  locked  cues  with  two  broken  heads 
as  a  result,  the  foreman  of  the  jury  reported 
the  following  noteworthy  decision : 

"If  it  is,  let  it  be;  if  it  isn't,  then  it  isn't,  but 
if  it  might  be,  then  by  all  means  let  it  be,  but 
never  let  it  be  or  not  be,  and  having  been  it  shall 
be,  forever  and  never." 

He  was  immediately  awarded  the  iron  cross 
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Coy:     "Are  you  fast." 
Roy:     "I   can   do   the   hun- 
dred in  ten  flat." 
Coy :     "Don't  be  so  dense." 


"You've  got  me,"  inurm 
the  lights  went  out. 


ured  the  girl  shortly  after 


The  silvery  moon  just  peeping  over  the  dark 
hills,  touched  the  water  with  a  celestial  light, 
the  shadows  still  lingered  along  the  shore  where 
she  sat  waiting  for  her  lover  in  his  light  canoe  to 
come  and  take  her  in  his  arms  and  tell  her  that 
she  was  the  one,  the  only  girl.  Every  sound 
thrilled  her,  for  might  it  not  be  he?  She  heard 
the  splash  of  a  paddle.  Her  pulse  quickened  and 
her  eyes  strained  to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of 
the  canoe.  With  straining  ears  she  listened  for 
his  call.    At  last  she  heard — 

"I  can't  see  a  damn  thing." 


A    MATHEMATICAL  TRAGEDY 
IN   THREE   ACTS 

Cast  of  characters — 
Anti  Sine 
Ana  Lyt 
Al  Gebra 

Act    I. 

Curtain   Rises 
Scene — A  modern  kitchen.  Anti  Sine  is  making"  a 
TT.     Ana  Lyte   stands   in   the   doorway. 
Anti    (determinedly)  :     You  shall  not  go  with 
Al  Gebra  2-night. 

Ana    (more  determinedly):     Beta  will. 
Curtain   Falls 

Act   II. 

Curtain   Rises 
Scene — A  parlor.  Al  Gebra  is  leaning  on  a  table. 
Anti  Sine  enters  with  the  TT  in  her  hand. 
Anti :     Mr.  Al  Gebra,  do  have  a  sector  of  the 
TT  I  made  4  you. 

Al :     Thank  you,  thank  you. 
lie  devours  the  TT  and  as  the  minutes  approach 
oo  Al's  life  approachese  O  by  degrees. 
Curtain   Falls 

Act  III. 

Curtain  Rises 
Scene — A  stairway.     Anti  Sine  meets  Ana  Lyt 
descending. 
Anti:     Al  Gebra  is  not  going  2-night. 
Ana    (angrily):      I'd  like  2  know   Y. 
Anti    (calmly):     Be  cosecant. 
Curtain    Falls 

THE  END 

—0.  E.  D. 


Windmill 

It  seems  my  Prof  is  full  of  wind, 
But  then  what  do  we  care? 

It  always  lulls  his  class  to  sleep. 
And  ruffles  up  his  hair. 


Driver   (from  his  car):     "Are  you   going  north?" 
Co-ed:     "Yes,   thank   you." 

Driver:     "I    should    say    thank    you,    or    I    never 
would  have  known  the  direction  to  Chicago." 
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A  WORD  TO  THE  WISE 

THERE  is  one  question  in  which  every 
University  student  becomes  periodically 
interested.  Namely,  how  to  make  a  good 
impression  on  a  Prof,  and  thus  secure  an  A  with 
as  little  work  as  possible.  To  every  student  to 
whom  this  question  has  occurred,  the  following 
is  offered. 

If  you  have  nothing  else  to  do  and  you  haven't 
been  able  to  borrow  a  Daily  and  have  finished 
reading  the  Purple  Parrot  for  the  third  time, 
it  might  be  well  to  spend  five  or  ten  minutes  in 
looking  over  the  lesson  before  going  to  class. 
If  you  know  nothing  else,  it  is  always  a  good 
idea  to  know  your  own  name  before  you  enter 
the  classroom.  It  might  be  helpful  to  repeat  same 
several  times  to  yourself  before  going  into  the 
room. 

If  you  are  late,  unbuckle  your  goloshes  before 
entering,  boldly  open  the  door  and  walk  across 
the  front  of  the  room  so  the  Prof,  will  be  sure 
to  know  you  are  present.  This  is  particularly 
effective  in  an  English  class. 

If  you  don't  wish  to  be  called  on  and  sit  on 
the  front  row,  it  is  well  to  take  a  little  nap.  The 
Professor,  seeing  that  you  are  wisely  taking  the 
rest  your  young  body  needs,  will  not  think  of 
waking  you. 

If,  however,  you  don't  feel  sleepy  and  are 
called  upon,  try  answering  PRESENT  in  a  loud 
voice.  If  he  has  a  sense  of  humor  your  Prof, 
will  immediately  join  the  class  in  a  spasm  of 
laughter. 

If  by  any  chance  he  has  no  sense  of  humor  and 
you  are  a  girl,  you  might  try  bursting  into  tears. 
If  you  are  a  man,  you  might  cry  "Merciful 
ffeavens"  as  though  something  had  just  occurred 
to  you,  grasp  your  head  in  a  frenzied  manner, 
and  rush  madly  from  the  room.  A  violent  fit  of 
coughing  sometimes  does  the  trick. 

The  following  hints  are  so  new  and  original 
that  they  are  sure  to  be  effective :  "I  lost  my 
book,"  "Studied  wrong  lesson,"  "Absent  last 
time,"  "Didn't  understand  the  assignment," 
"Can't  talk,  I  have  a  sore  throat."  etc..  etc. 
Funerals,  weddings,  etc.,  also  come  in  handy. 

Never  ask  a  Prof,  to  repeat  a  question,  answer 
it  whether  you  know  what  it  is  or  not.  If  you 
are  in  a  History,  English,  or  Psychology  class 
say,    "Now    that    depends    upon    your    point    of 


WINDY 

view."  In  a  French  class  try  muttering  the  con- 
jugation of  etre  or  some  familiar  phrase,  such 
as  "Parles-voas  francais?"  A  good  teacher  will 
interpret  you  correctly. 

Above  all,  be  sure  to  address  your  Prof.,  no 
matter  how  many  Ph.  D.'s  or  LL.  D.'s  he  may 
have,  as  Mister.  He  will  admire  your  democratic 
spirit. 

If  all  your  efforts  fail,  however,  and  you  get 
an  F,  console  yourself  with  the  reflection  that 
grades  don't  count,  anyway,  it's  what  you  get 
out  of  the  course. 

Follow^  these  instructions  very  carefully  and 
you  may  be  a  great  diplomat  some  day. — R.  W . 


Ed :  "Why  do  we  not  have  more  contrib- 
utors to  the  magazine?" 

Asst.  Ed.:  "Because  most  of  our  literary 
geniuses  write  only  for  money." 


NO  ADVICE  NEEDED 

Our  idea  of  the 

Most  useless  thing  said 

Are  the  beautiful  words 

Of  the  conductor 

Who  says 

"Watch  your  step" 

When  a  coed 

Gets  on  a  Sherman  Avenue  car 

In  front  of  a  bunch 

Of  male  students. 

Fran:     "Have  you  a  date  for  Saturday?" 
Jan:     "No,   but   I   am    going   to   wear   my   shortest 
skirt  today." 
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REMARKABLE  PHOTOGRAPH  OF  THE  WIND  TAKEN  AT  AN  ALTITUDE 
OF  12,736  FEET;  VELOCITY  213  MILES  PER  HOUR 


Copyright.  Purple  Parrot 

XOTE:  We  feel  exceedingly  fortunate  in  securing  this  remarkable  and  unusual  picture  for  our  "Windy  Number." 
This  is  the  highest  velocity  wind  that  has  ever  been  photographed  and  Lt.  Wing  and  the  Parrot's  staff  photographer 
nearly  lost  their  lives  when  part  of  the  right  wing  crumpled  under  the  high  velocity  wind.  The  picture  is  exceed- 
ingly clear.    Even  the  aeroplane  wing,  which  mars  so  many  pictures,  was  eliminated. 
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FO/e  ™e  serious  minded 


A   Toast   to    Chicago 

Chicago, 

You  are  called  the  Windy  City, 

You  are  the  fastest  growing  metropolis 

In   the  world. 

People  flock  to  your  banner 

From  all  corners  of  the  globe. 

You  are  prosperous,  and   blessed  with   a  people 

Rare  in  intelligence  and  singular  in  charm. 

Your  motto  is:     "I  Will." 

May  you  continue  to  be  blessed, 

And  live  up  to   your  nickname 

Of  Windy  City, 

Chicago. 


Winter    End 


Dim  lines  of  trees  against  a  heavy  sky 

Just  weary  of  one  storm,  waiting  the  next 

Aimless  and  tired. 

There  hardly  is  a  change  to  light  or  dark 

Throughout  the  whole  expanse. 

Houses  seem  washed  in  the  same  weary  shade; 

Remnants   of  snow  linger  along   the  walk — 

True,    nothing    in     this    world    is    ever    wholly 

black  or  -white, 
But  must  it  all  be  gray? 

— Miriam  Simons. 


Walking 

/  am  walking  a  lonely  street  at  midnight, 
The  gas-lights  send  forth  their  sickly  glare 
And  cast  weird  and  ghostly  sliadows  about  them. 
Yet  I  love  these  old  beacons  of  the  street, 
For  I  fear  the  dark  and  the  wind  and  the  sound 
Of  my  own  feet  crunching  down  on  the  snozvy 
pavement. 

I  am  walking  in  a  crowd  at  Madison  and  State, 

The  humdrum  of  flic  city. 

The  clang  of  the  cars,  the  shrill  whistles, 

Horns,  the  shouting,  all  terrify  me, 

And  I  cry  out  in  protest  and  for  company. 

For  am  I  not  alone  after  all? 

And  just  as  lonely  as  on  that  deserted  midnight 

street 
With   only   its  pasty  gas-light  glare? 

—H.  C.  W. 


Monotony 

How  should  I  speak 

Of  a  garden 

Languorous  as  late  sunlight? 

Mention  the  curve  of  bitter-sweet 

Upon   a  stone  zvall — 

Lilacs 

And  cldcr-flozvers  in  a  corner — 

Stalks  of  laburnum  and  angelica 

By  the  well-sweep. 

Catalogue   the  old  rockery 

(Pink  quartz  and  red  mottled  granite;) 

Raw  colors  indiscriminately  softened 

B\<  a  scum  of  green  moss. 

I  shall  not  lose  the  thought 

Of  that  garden. 

It  is  like  the  slow,  warm  dripping  of  blood 

Over  my  finger-tips.  — S.  M.  B. 


After    Reading    Baudelaire    on   the   Elevated 

The  wind  lies  coffined;  purple  mist 

And  gray  smoke  slowly  settling  down, 

Dissolving  sooty  roofs  to  amethyst, 
Enshroud  the  town. 


Sepulchral  hour — the  dying  sun. 

Lighting  the  pale  face  of  the  moon, 

Makes  of  the  night  ere  life  has  scarce  begun, 
A  corpse  too  soon. 

Dank  fogs  obscure  the  streets'  mad  strife 
In   cerecloth  wound  by  septic  fate. 

The  city  is  a  charnel  house  and  life 

Exanimate!  — Charles,  Jr. 


Sky-Fish 

/;/   the  blue  sky  a  hungry   moon    was  swimming 

Splashing  up  billozvs 

And  great  white  clouds. 

Diving  and  plunging  as  if  it  were  searching 

The  little  stars  tremble  and  flash 

Their  bright  tails. 

J   think    God   has  fashioned   a  very  poor  moon. 

It  doesn't  look  at  all 

Like  the  moon   one  sees  in  pictures. 
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AND  FOR   THE  REST  OF  US 


Wind  on  Waves 

All  sorts  and  kinds  of  waves — 

The  measured,  glossy,  henna-washed  coifure. 

The    erisp    and    crinkly    un-zvash-out-able    curl, 

The  curling-iron  kind  when  the  ends  arc  singed. 

And  the  day  before  yesterday  marcel — 

No  longer  do  its  waves  make  us  sea  sick — 

No  longer  do  zee  wish  slic'd  wear  a  hat; 

It  finally  is  almost  natural     .... 

But  I  pray  for  rain!  — Lulc. 


Ode  on  a  Collar  Button 

(Seen  in  a  Mathematics  Class  Room  in  Swift  Hall) 
A  collar  button  on  a  math-room  floor — 
What  tragedies  it  must  have  seen! 
Somewhere  its  owner,  moaning,  mourns  its  loss; 
It  lies  there,  tilted  on  the  concrete, 
A  base  less  hard  than  the  man  who  wore  it. 
Potential  joy  or  sorrow,  it  passive  rests, 
This   object   of  frantic    search    through   bureau 

drawers, 
Of  crawling  under  furniture,  and  cussing. 
Forlorn  and  quiet  on  the  floor  it  lies. 
Unsought  for,  undisturbed.  — Lulc. 


Chilly    Northeaster 

It's  rainin  outside 
An  it's  cold 
In  here  it's  warm 
She's  awful  cool 
Thinks  I'm  a  bore 
Guess  I'll  go 
Hate  to  though 
Cause  it's  cold 
Outside  you  know. 

—J.  G.  W. 

Tempus    Fugit 
Ax  Allegory 
They  say  that  on  a  rainy  day 

Time  travels  rather  slozv; 
They  say  the  weather  rusts  his  scythe, 

And  damps  his  beard,  and  so 
He  throttles  dozen  a  little  bit. 

But  still  at  that  I  know 
He  fugits  ten  times  faster  than 

I  ever  hope  to  go. 


Song 

They  passed  on  Davis  Street — 

A  man  and  maid  so  sweet; 
Handsome — he  measured  full  six  feet; 

She  lowered  her  eyes,  demure,  discreet. 
They  passed! 


CO-ED 

) tin  save  your  Sunday  nights  far  me, 
You  wear  the  flowers  that  I  scud. 

You  say  you  like  me  with  your  eves — 
/  wonder  if  you  just  pretend! 

We  take  long  walks  along  the  lake. 

The  zvind  all-ruffles  up  your  hair, 

Your  eyes  are  soft  and  dark  and  deep — 
/  wonder  if  you  really  care! 

— Twin. 


ODE  TO  CHAPEL 


I. 

Chapel,  thou  art  worthy  of  a  loftier  position. 

In  curricula  much  needed, 

In  our  souls  to  be  more  heeded, 

77; y  virtues  e'er  conceded 

In  a  spiritual  way. 

Thine  uplift  is  most  pleasing  to  the  zvayivard 

N.  U.  student. 
His  morals  to  be  mended. 
His  music  ear  offended, 
His  paganism  ended. 
In  the  fashion  of  the  day. 

II. 

But    Chapel,  when    the   bells  ring  for  Exam. 

time  to  begin. 
Our  student  then  is  goaded. 
With  tin  and  blue-books  loaded, 
His  peace  of  mind  quite  jolted, 
His  is  not  to  reason  zvhy, 
For  the  faculty  have  zvillcd  it  that  the  Chapei 

be  the  prison 
For  three  hours  obligated, 
With  despair  he's  closely  mated, 
Sense  and  feeling  amputated, 
He  must  cither  do  or  die. 

— By  height. 
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CURRICULUM 

By  special  arrangement,  the  Purple  Parrot  is  able  to  present  some  courses 
not  found  in  the  cataloge  of  the  University.  The  courses  are  very  popular, 
as  shown  by  the  fact  that  two  of  them  were  filled  before  public  notification  was 
made.  These  courses  are  given  by  some  of  our  highest  salaried  faculty  mem- 
bers.    Sign  up  before  it  is  too  late.     Register  with  Bert  in  U.  H.  Basement. 

A  few  of  the  choice  courses  given  in  the  College  of  Very  Lib- 
eral Arts  for  the  Second  Semester,  1921-1922,  are  hereby  offered: 

Snake  Varsity  A-Z  2^4  hours 

M.,  \Y„  F„  10-10:30.  U.  H.  Steps 

(lab.  on  Tu,  and  Tim.  at   Pink  Sbop). 

Mr.   Kerr. 

Open  to  all  men  on  campus. 

The  Development  of  the  Modern  Coed  4  vears 

Sat.,  Sun..  9-3  a.  m.  Green  Mill 

(  Course  repeated  each  semester. ) 

Dean  Potter. 
(  )pen  to  all  students,  required  of  females.  Course  embraces 
study  of  flappers,  petting  parties,  tea  dances,  and  cor- 
relative subjects. 
This  course  with  any  two  of  following  constitute  a  major  : 
Morals  A],  Modern  Makeup  for  Maidens,  Lounge 
Lizards,   The  Curse  of  College,  etc. 

Psychology  of  Bluffing  3  hours 

M.,  \V..  !•'.,  7:30  (hr.  of  lab.  to  W  arranged).         Willard  Mall 

Prof.  Gault. 

Required    of    all    students.       Hears    no    credit    if    taken    in 
Senior  year. 

(  rapshooting  A  and  Fundamentals  of  Poker  y%  hour 

S.,  M..  T„  \Y..  T..  F.,  S.,  spare  time.  Garrett 

Miss  Ross  and  Mr.  Norton. 

Open  to  everyone.     Prerequisites  are  Fundamentals  of  Poker, 

Put-and-Take  Top  B2,  or  Penny  Matching. 


"Do  you  object  to  kissing  on 
moral  grounds  ?" 

"Oh,  no." 

"Then  let's  skate  over  to  the 
church  yard  to  rest." 


OUR   COMMERCE  COURSES 

Dean  H.:  "Give  an  example  of 
the  social  importance  of  some  pub- 
lic utility." 

Stewd.:  "The  phone  is  a  great 
aid  in  making  dates." 


It  Had  a  Kick,  Anyway 

Josh:     "I   asked  the   old  man 
for  a  tenner  the  other  day." 
Bosh:     "Did  he  kick  in?" 
Josh  :     "No,  kick  out." 


Drowsy  Day  Dreams 

M.,  \\\,  F.,  10-10:30, 
Dean   Flickinger. 


1/20  hours 
Fisk  Chapel 


It  is  with  regret  that  it  is  announced  that  The  Gentle  Art  of 
Vamping  with  Practical  Demonstrations  given  by  Prof. 
Snyder,  Ponies,  How  to  Play  and  Use  Them  Correctly, 
by  President  Scott,  and  other  choice  courses  are  already 
filled  up. 


(With  Apologies  to  Emerson) 
If  a  man  can  make  an  ath- 
letic team,  spread  a  better  line 
or  tickle  a  meaner  set  of 
ivories  than  his  pal,  though  he 
come  to  school  unheralded, 
the  frats  will  surely  seek  him 
out  and  pledge  him. 
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Social    Life    Among    the 
College  Comics 

NOTE — All  good  college  comics  have  to  run 

one   of    these    things    sooner    or    later.      We 

hereby  get  it  out  of  our  system. 

I  went  to  call  on  Lord  Jeff.  I 
found  the  old  Dodo  in  his  gar- 
den sitting  by  the  Sun  Dial  on 
which  was  a  Punch  Bowl.  He 
filled  a  Brown  Jug  and  gave  it 
to  me.  He  said  it  was  Lemon 
Punch  but  there  was  Froth  on 
it  and  it  tasted  like  Green  Wave. 
I  showed  him  a  Squib  in  the 
Yale  Record  which  told  of  the 
Jester  seeing  a  Ghost  down  by 
the  Stone  Mill. 

He  told  me  of  the  report  that 
Tar  Baby  had  looked  at  himself 
in  a  Mirror  and  was  now  a  rav- 
ing Maniac.  I  said,  "Azvgzvan, 
that's  Humbug,  you  will  have  to 
Showme." 

I  then  related  how  the  Sim 
Dodger  put  a  Burr  under  my 
Bears  Skin  saddle  when  I  went 
for  a  ride  on  my  Crimson  Bull 
and  he  tore  down  the  Bears' 
Trail  like  a  Whirlwind. 

Lord  Jeff  said  he  had  gone  to 
call  on  the  Siren  the  other  day. 
He  found  her  playing  her  Lyre 
dressed  in  a  string  of  Jade  beads. 
She  entertained  him  with  trained 
pets.  The  Brown  Bull  and 
Purple  Cozv  danced  the  Virginia 
Reel,  the  Purple  Parrot  and  the 
Magpie  sang  a  Dirge  and  the 
Tiger  and  the  Panther  did  the 
IV ag  Jag. 

Just  then  the  Widow  drove  up 
in  her  Drexard.  She  wore  her 
Spider  Web  cloak  and  Mink 
furs  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the 
Mercury  was  high.  I  left  because 
I  could  not  stand  her  Frivol.  I 
met  the  Juggler  and  we  bought 
tickets  for  the  Puppet  show  from 
a  Scalper.  The  show  was  a 
Voo  Doo. 


Beauty 

When  I 

Was  taking 

A  Stroll 

Not  long  ago 

I  passed 

One  young  Lady 

Or  rather 

A  Sign-Board 

With  Skirts; 

For  She  was 

What  She  called 

"Dolled  Up." 

But  to  Me 

She  seemed 

To  be  more 

Like  an  "Ad" 

For  some 

Paint  Convention 

Or  Something 

Like  that. 

She  smeared 

Some  red 

Way  up 

On  her  Cheeks 

And   back 

Near  the  Eyes 

And  some  more 


THEY   AIN'T   NO   SUCH   THING 

"Do  you  believe  in  free  love?" 
"Yes,   when   I   can   find   a   girl   I 
don't  have  to  spend  money  on." 


The    Class   of    '95    Speaks 

Fresh:     "I'm  getting  into  the 
home  stretch  this  afternoon." 

Freshette :     "What     do 
mean,  home  stretch  ?" 

Fresh :     "Laying  carpet." 


you 


MAD  MARCH  HAIR 


On  her  lips 

And  then 

Some  intense 

White  Powder 

All  over 

The  Rest 

Of   her   Face 

And  her  nose 

Looked  more  like 

Plaster. 

She  was 

Hideous 

And  if  she 

Only  knew 

She  looked 

More  like 

An  old  Radish 

Or  Something 

Like  that 

She  would 

Hide  her  Face 

For  a   Week 

Until  it  all 

Wore  off 

And  She'd  look 

As  Nature  intended 

Instead  of 

Advertising 

What  a  Fool 

She  was. 

That's  all. 
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ONE    NIGHT 


By  HELEN   BEEMAN,  '22 


Editor's  Note— This  story  was  awarded  second  place  in  tlic 
Alethenai  Short  Story  Contest  and  is  printed  in  accordance  with 
the  terms  of  the  contest. 
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XI)  I  say  you're  the  damndest  liar  in 
six  states !"  Stout,  red-faced  Dan 
Bailey  shook  a  huge,  menancing  fist 
under  the  old  man's  nose,  and  turned  on  his  heel. 
"Grandpap"  Dawson,  his  whole  lean,  loose- 
jointed  frame  trembling  with  rage,  and  his 
watery  old  eyes  bloodshot  with  the  fires  of  his 
anger,  shook  his  cane  furiously  at  the  retreat- 
ing figure. 

"You'll  swaller  that,  Dan  Bailey;  you'll 
swaller  that !"  he  shrilled  in  a  high,  strained 
voice.  Still  panting  with  his  fury,  he  stumbled 
through  the  ring  of  on-lookers,  and  disappeared 
around  the  corner. 

"What's  the  matter?"  a  late  comer  inquired 
of  his  neighbor. 

"Oh,  Grandpap  there's  been  accusin'  Dan 
about  his  barn  again.  Swears  it's  on  his 
propitty." 

"Gosh,  why  don't  they  look  up  the  deeds  up 
to  the  county  seat  ?" 

'Oh,  it  aint  recorded  there,  'cause  it's  about 
the  road  betwixt  the  two  places — the  one  Grand- 
pap uses  for  hauling  out  his  green  truck.  He 
says  he  paid  Dan's  father  the  sum  of  one  hun- 
dred dollars  to  makin'  the  road,  and  it  was  to  be 
the  propitty  of  them  two  places  'til  one  party 
should  sell  his  rights  in  it  to  t'other  party." 

"Humph!  I  should  think  there'd  be  some 
papers  about  it !" 

'They  is.  Grandpap's  got  a  paper  with  the 
'greement  written  out,  but  Dan  says  it  was  made 
when  his  father  was  of  unsound  mind,  and  inti- 
mates as  maybe  Grandpap  forged  it,  anyways. 
You  know  how  tight-fisted  Dan  is,  and  he  sure 
has  got  a  line  location  for  his  new  barn  if  he 
builds  it  part  on  the  road.  Hut  Dan  cert'nly  kin 
raise  Cain  when  he's  mad !" 

Grandpap  Dawson  climbed  the  little  hill  to- 
ward home  wearily.  Once  on  his  own  doorstep, 
he  dropped  into  an  old  rocker,  gasping  for 
breath.  With  half-closed  eyes  he  rocked  back 
and  forth,  his  hard,  twisted  hands  twitching  at 
his  cane,  and  his  thin  dry  lips  muttering  anathe- 

Page  16 


mas  on  the  head  of  Dan  Bailey.  The  rhythmical 
ring  of  hammers  smote  upon  his  consciousness, 
and  he  rose  with  an  effort,  and  walked  around 
the  house.  The  framework  of  the  barn  had  al- 
ready been  erected,  and  two  or  three  men  were 
at  work.  Grandpap's  eyes  blazed,  and  he  started 
toward  the  workmen.  After  a  step  or  two,  he 
hesitated.  What  was  the  use  ?  They  were  under 
Dan  Bailey's  orders,  paid  by  his  money.  Grand- 
pap turned  dismally  back  toward  the  house.  He 
was  so  spent  with  his  morning's  rage  and  the 
long  climb  home  that  his  faded  eyes  filled  with 
childish  tears  and  unseeing,  he  stumbled  over 
the  rusty  old  sprinkling  can.  That  reminded  him 
that  he  had  neglected  his  tomato  plants  for  a 
whole  day,  and  he  filled  the  can  quickly. 

Out  among  his  precious  garden  things,  he 
could  almost  forget  Dan  Bailey  and  his  barn. 
Grandpap's  house  stood  half  way  up  the  hill,  and 
back  of  it,  stretching  for  a  rod  or  two  farther 
up  the  slope,  was  his  beloved  truck  garden,  upon 
whose  tiny  profits  he  supported  himself.  There 
he  pottered,  day  in  and  day  out,  weeding  and 
hoeing,  sprinkling  and  gathering,  all  through  the 
summer  season. 

After  he  had  sprinkled  the  tomatoes,  Grand- 
pap noted  the  dried  pea  vines,  and  his  orderly 
soul  set  him  to  raking  them  into  a  great  pile. 
As  he  set  a  match  to  the  dry  stuff,  something 
happened  in  his  old  mind,  and  the  seed  of  an 
amazing  idea  took  root. 

That  night,  had  there  been  passersby,  they 
might  have  seen  a  crouching,  tremulous  old  fig- 
ure crawling  painfully  through  Grandpap's  corn- 
patch.  And  if  they  had  watched  closely  they 
might  have  seen,  by  the  flickering  light  of  a 
match,  a  lined,  haggard  face  in  whose  pallor 
two  blazing  eyes  burned  fearsomely.  They  might 
have  see  a  grin  of  half-crazed  glee  curl  the  thin 
lips  as  the  pile  of  shavings  broke  into  a  tiny 
blaze,  which  licked  up  eagerly  toward  the  side 
timbers  of  Dan  Bailey's  barn.  Then  the  figure 
would  have  disappeared,  and  there  would  have 
been  a  sudden  movement  of  the  rustling  corn 
stalks. 

Grandpap  crept  noiselessly  across  his  tiny 
porch,  and,   inside,  barricaded  the  kitchen  door 
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with  shaking  fingers.  Shivering  so  that  he  must 
grasp  first  a  chair,  then  the  cook  stove,  then  a 
door-knob  for  support,  he  made  his  way  through 
the  darkness  to  his  musty  sleeping  chamber.  His 
anger  was  spent  now,  and  he  was  afraid — afraid 
as  a  child  might  have  been — of  the  dark.  The 
creak  of  a  rusty  bed  spring  as  his  weight  settled 
upon  it  sounded  ominously  in  the  silence,  and  he 
lav  scarcely  breathing,  until  he  was  forced  to 
inhale  in  a  great  gasp.  Little  by  little  he  settled 
more  comfortably,  still  trembling  and  clutching 
the  quilts  over  his  head  to  shut  out  the  gruesome 
shadows.  Suddenly  his  old  heart  pounded  faster. 
The  firebell  back  of  the  town  hall  was  clanging 
madly.  Someone  had  discovered  the  flames, 
then.     Grandpap  listened  tensely. 

Now  there  was  a  clatter  of  running  feet, 
and,  farther  away,  hoarse,  excited  cries.  His 
failing  ears  strained,  Grandpap  could  almost  de- 
tect Dan  Bailey's  oaths,  and  a  burning  rage  re- 
placed his  fear.  He  was  glad,  glad  Dan  Bailey's 
barn  was  being  destroyed.  Dan  Bailey  !  Ugh  ! 
The  foul  beast !  A  robber  and  a  bully !  But 
the  little  licking  flames !  Creeping,  creeping  up 
toward  the  pine  timber.  Crawling  and  slipping 
through  the  shavings  and  mounting  higher  and 
higher  until  they  crackled  and  roared  and  belched 
forth  black  smoke,  and  burned  hotter,  and  hotter, 
and  hotter ! 

The  heat  from  the  flames  seemed  to  press 
against  Grandpap,  and  he  tore  at  the  front  of 
his  nightshirt.  Or  was  it  Dan  Bailey's  faded 
blue  shirt  he  was  tearing?  Yes,  that  must  be  it, 
and  he  clawed  at  the  flesh  beneath.  Dan  Bailey's 
flesh !  Now  the  flames  were  roaring  louder  and 
louder.  Grandpap  yelled  fiendishly,  to  be  heard 
above  them,  and  his  cracked  voice  sounded 
gasping  and  far  away.  "I  told  ye,  Dan  Bailey ! 
I— I  told  ye. 

Louder  and  louder  roared  the  flames,  and 
their  heat  was  burning  out  his  lungs.  Louder 
and  still  louder  they  pounded,  but  the  smoke 
was  pouring  down  upon  him.  heavy  and  black 
and  oppressive.  He  must  run  away  from  it — 
from  it  and  the  ungodly,  unbearable  thunder  of 
the  flames.  Grandpap  threw  back  the  tumbled 
quilts  and  staggered  blindly  out  into  the  room. 
He  must  find  Dan  Bailey  and  tell  him  his  barn 
was  burning — no,  that  wasn't  it.  What  was  it 
it  he  wanted?     The  sound  of  the  flames  rever- 


berated, thundered,  until  his  senses  were  almost 
overpowered.  Suddenly,  with  a  great  crash,  the 
merciless  heat  seemed  to  part,  and  Grandpap 
inhaled  the  cool  blackness  in  a  great  gulp. 

"Strike  a  light,  |im,  he  must  he  in  here.  My 
God !" 

In  the  flickering  light  of  a  match,  the  three 
men  who  had  just  succeeded  in  battering  down 
the  kitchen  door  were  ghastly  white.  On  the 
floor  at  the  foot  of  his  bed  lay  Grandpap,  face 
down,  his  old  nightshirt  torn  almost  off,  and  his 
chest  clawed  in  cruel  gashes. 

There  was  a  great  tramping  on  the  back 
porch,  and  one  of  the  three  men  sprang  to  place 
himself  in  the  bedroom  doorway. 

Dan  Bailey's  voice,  wild  with  rage,  was 
shrieking  above  the  others.  "Lem  Martin  seen 
'im  runnin'  home,  1  tell  ya !  The  dirty  skunk ! 
Let  me  at  'im !     Let  me  in,  I  say!" 

"Stand  back,  Dan  Bailey!"  The  voice  of 
him  in  the  doorway  held  a  sharp  warning,  as 
he  faced  the  big,  red-eyed,  angry  man. 

"You'd  better  clear  out.  Grandpap  Dawson's 
in  yonder,  dead." 


Winds  and  Winds 

I  like  the  wind,  a  gentle  wind, 

That  rustles  through  the  trees ; 
I  like  a  wind  that's  soft  and  mild, 

A  soothing,  playful  breeze. 
But  the  wind  that  stirs  my  mind 

And   fulfills  my  ambish. 
Is  the  strong,  rip-snorting  kind 

When  strolling  down  Boul.  Mich. 


Einstein's    Theory   Fails   the   Test 

He  was  a  Phi  Beta  Kappa ; 

But  when  she  said  she  was  cold, 

He  inquired  solicitously 

If  he  should  wrap  another  blanket  about  her. 

When  she  said  she  would  slap 

The  first  fellow  who  dared  to  kiss  her, 

He  assured  he  that  she 

Would  have  no  cause  to  do  that  to  him. 

Is  education  practical  ?  — Walt. 
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BOARD   TO   TEARS 


Funny :  "Do  they  have  styles  in  divorce 
suits?" 

Geezer:  "Certainly,  people  like  to  have 
them  dark." 


HELENS  NIGHT 

I  had  a  date  with  Marian, 
A  date  on  Friday  eve; 

But  Marian,  she  broke  that  date, 
A  thing  I  can't  believe. 

So  I  went  up  and  asked  her  why 
She  didn't  come  along; 

She  says:  "I  spent  that  evening 
With  little  Helen  Long." 

Now  I  could  hardly  swallow  that. 
But  what  could  I  reply? 

Since  I  had  spent  that  time  myself 
With  Helen  Long,  so  shy. 


What   Is   It? 

My  Prof  is  just  full  of  it. 

It  helps  him  give  his  uninteresting  lectures. 

It  permeates  our  atmosphere. 

And  rudely  disturbs  it. 

Sometimes  it  is  mild  and  gentle  and  soothing 

And  fans  us  and  keeps  us  cool. 

And  then  we  like  it. 

Other  times  it  is  bitter  and  cold  and  biting, 

And  then  we  hate  it ; 

And  curse  it  roundly. 

But  inwardly  we  all  love  it ; 

For  there  are  often  days 

When  it  makes  us  forget  our  troubles. 

And  why  are  Professors, 

And  that  after  all  the  world  is  a  good  one, 

And  beautiful, 

And  then  we  say  to  ourselves, 

God  bless  it. 

The  Wind. 


DO   YOU  KNOW  THAT— 

( These  interesting  facts  are  taken  from  the 
recent  book  of  Prof.  Brees  of  the  Pneumatic 
Correspondence  School,  entitled  "The  Winds 
and  How  They  Blow."  Prof.  Brees  is  an 
authority  on  the  subject,  having  been  publicity 
agent  for  the  Weather  Bureau  ten  years  and 
personal  representative  of  William  Hale  Thomp- 
son for  five  years.     Now  go  on  with  the  story.) 

The  powder  blown  on  the  north  wall  of  Fisk 
Flail  on  windy  days  since  its  erection  would  be 
sufficient  to  whitewash  the  campus  seats  and 
benches    for   the   next   three   summers? 

The  average  number  of  frosh  caps  blown  off 
on  the  campus  each  year  is  5,678  per  capita 
among  the  freshman  men? 

"My,  isn't  it  windy?"  is  repeated  143,078,467 
times  on  the  campus  each  year  ? 

"Clear  from  Michigan"  is  used  on  the  aver- 
age windy  day  214.423  times  by  freshmen, 
150,001  times  by  sophomores,  10,993  times  by 
juniors,  and  17  times  by  seniors? 

1.7  tons  of  dust  is  blown  off  the  lake  on  the 
campus  each  spring? 

The  cash  value  of  marcels  spoiled  by  the 
wind  on  the  campus  in  1.23  years  would  pay 
Germany's  indemnity  with  enough  left  over  for 
Hennie    Penfield's   dinner   on    a    wrestling   trip? 
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PARROTINGS 

I  see  thru  you  now,  Georgette. — Showme. 

If  wishes  was  water,  I  was  a  lake. — Showme. 


I'm  a  reformer,  I  am.    I  fit  corsets. 

— Chaparral. 


When  the  moon  is  young,  does  the  sky-rocket  ? 

— Siren . 


Two  can  live  the  same  as  one — but  they  never 
look  the  same. — Orange  Peel. 


Frosh :     "How    far   are   you   in    Economics?" 
Junior  :     "In  the  last  stages  of  'consumption'." 

— Wag  Jag. 


I  can't  seem  to  place  you. 

What  do  you  think  I  am,  a  bet? — Wag  Jag. 


My,  but  I  hate  to  see  the  trees  leave. 
They'll  be  back.     Their  trunks  are  still  here." 

— Wag  Jag. 


Some  professors  don't  necessarily  have  to  tell 
bedtime  stories  to  put  a  class  to  sleep. 

— Orange  Owl. 


The  more  a  man's  head  gets  to  look  like  an 
egg  the  more  responsive  he  becomes  to  the  in- 
fluence of  a  chicken. — The  Judge. 


ON  EVERY  University  and 
College  campus  there  are  a 
few  young  ladies  who  stand 
out  from  the  majority  by  reason 
of  the  correctness  and  quality  of 
their  clothing.  To  one  not  versed 
in  clothing  lore  this  excellence  in 
dress  seems  to  require  a  large  ex- 
penditure. Investigation,  how- 
ever, will  show  that  many  of  the 
better  dressed  girls  at  Northwest- 
ern have  brought  their  problem 
of  dress  to  Grace  Forbes  who  is 
qualified  in  every  respect  to  fur- 
nish the  solution  at  prices  not  at 
all  excessive. 

A  Grace  Forbes  Gown 
For  Senior  Ball? 

GRACE    FORBES    FROCKS 

SUITE  216  HOYBURN  BLDG. 

TELEPHONE  7467 


Cub:     "What's  all  the  row  about?" 

Another:  "Aw,  just  the  advertising  manager 
and  the  art  editor  scrapping  about  who  does  all 
the  literary  work  on  this  magazine." — Gargoyle. 
— o — 

Small  Son :  "Hey,  pop,  why  do  they  have 
clocks  on  socks?" 

Proud  Parent :  "So  they  can  see  how  fast 
the  seams  run." — Lyre. 

At  Chicago 
"Listen,   Abe,  you  don't   want  to  marry  that 
girl ;  why,  everybody  in  town  kisses  her." 
"Well,  the  town  ain't  so  beeg." — Phoenix. 


"Where  there's  a  Will  there's  a  wave — but  not 
for  long,"  sighed  Bernice,  as  she  turned  on  the 
electric  curler. — Wag  Jag. 


But    He   Did 

"And  when  I  kissed  her  I  smelled  tobacco  on 
her  lips." 

"You  object  to  kissing  a  girl  that  smokes?" 
"No,  but  she  doesn't  smoke." — Jack-o-Lantern. 


With  the  passing  of  the  shimmy  and  the  toddle 
it  is  again  proper  to  speak  of  the  steps  of  the 
dance  without  referring  to  its  movement. 

— Octopus. 


Stylish 
Art :     "Here  comes  a  plucky  girl." 
Bart :     "How  do  you  know  ?" 
Art :     "Look  at  her  eyebrows." — Sun  Dial. 


In  speaking  to  Advertisers,  please  mention  the  Purple  Parrot 
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Tradition 

1  radition  is  for  the  most  part  as  un- 
changing as  anything  or  human  origin 
ana  irom  year  to  year  plays  an  import- 
ant part  in  student  affairs.  With  the 
opening  or  the  Pink  Shop  came  a  new 
ana  worthwhile  tradition.  That  is  why 
each  hour  of  the  day  in  passing  witnesses 
a  group  or  students  dropping  in  at  the 
Pink  Shop  ror  a  bite  to  eat. 

Watch  ror  the  Formal  Open- 
ing or  Our  New  Store  on  the 
Southwest  Corner  or  Davis 
Street  and  Chicago  Avenue 
(Formerly  Theobolds) 


Trie  Pink  Shops 

Chicago  Avenue  617  Davis  Street 

At  Davis  Street  Next  to  the  Hoyburn 


"Kapp"  Says — 


THAT  his  work  is 
SUBJECT  to  sonif  criticism 
AND  that  the  golosh 
WEARERS  come  in  for 
THEIR   share,   and  that 
FAVORABLE  criticism  is 
ALL  right,   and  besides 
IT  hasn't  anything 
TO  do  with  advertising 
A   PRINTING   business 
AND  that   is   one 
OF  the   reasons  he  has 
LABORED  to  write  this 
STUFF — it  helps  the 
PURPLE   Parrot   and 
MAYBE  it  will  help  him 
SO  the  only  criticism 
HE  will  allow  is  to 
SAY  that  his  printing 
EFFECTS  are  pleasing 
AND  he   will  get  by — 
YOURS  truly—ahem 


E.  L.  KAPPELMAN.  Primer 

806  Post  Office  PI.,   Evannton 

Telephone  733 


As  Solemn  Said 

Following  a  chicken  sometimes  leads  to  a  nest, 
but  it  often  leads  to  the  grave. — Awgwan, 


Preserver  of  my  modesty. 

Saver  of  sleep  and  time, 

Comfort's  boon  companion, 

Thank  Heaven  you  are  mine. 

A  caller  while  I'm  dressing, 

A  phone  call  when  that  through. 

Oh,  inartistic  bathrobe, 

A  Saint  invented  you. — Siren. 


Sweet    Thing:     "The    man    who    marries    me 
must  be  both  bold  and  daring." 

Mean  Thing:     "Yes,  he  must." — Purple  Cow. 


Won't  you  please  kiss  me  good  night? 
Foolish?      Can    you    imagine    me    kissing   you 
good  night  ? 
I  sure  can  ! 
Then  do!     Good  night. — I'oo  Doo. 


Chem :     "What's  all  the  riot  in  the  anatomy 
building? 

C.  E. :     "Just  the  medical  students  rolling  the 
bones." — Pelican. 

— o — 

He:     "And    what    do    you    call    that    part    of 

your  skirt  under  the  lace?" 
She:  "Oh,  that's  a  slip." 
He:     "I  beg  pardon." — Lyre. 


The  Original  Drawings 

of  Al  Marshall's 

PURPLE  PARROT  COVERS 

Can  Be  Purchased 

They  are  in  Colors  as  Printed 

Enquire  of  the  Editor 
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We've  Learned  Our  Lesson 

"Seeing  is  believing," 

A  nice  old  saying  goes. 
So  let  'em  change  the  fashions 

And  start  to  wear  some  clothes ; 
They'll  find  us  mighty  credulous 

When  a  smaller  area  shows. — Wag  Jag. 

— o — 

Father:  "Yes,  Professor,  my  son  is  destined 
to  be  a  great  scientist.  I  presume  you  have  no- 
ticed his  way  of  going  to  the  bottom  of  things." 

Professor :  "Yes,  I  have  noticed  it  about  his 
classes." — Voo  Doo. 

Uses  of  an  Odd  Scrap  of  Cloth 

The  Spinster  Aunt — Along  with  others  for 
a  patchwork  quilt. 

The  Modern  Flapper — A  dress — Wag  Jag. 

— o 

Stew:     "Have  you  seen  'Theopholus' ?" 
Pid :     "Yes,    Theopholus    show    I    ever    saw." 

— Orange  Peel. 

— o 

Has  you'  all  evah  been  in  vaudeville? 

No,  sah,  but  ah's  been  in  Louisville. — Wag  Jag 


Quick 

Service 

Tailors 


If  it  s  Speed 
You  Want  in 
PRESSING  and 

CLEANING 

Call  3011 


RALPH    A.    JOHNSON 

1506  Elmwood  Avenue 


STYLED 

FO£L 
YOVKG  ME2tf 


FEATURE  SOFT  HAT 

—a  smart  young  man's 
Stetson  with  a  medium 
flare, and  binding-  Lined 
attractively  in  various 
shades  of  satin. 


STETSON  HATS 

JOHN  B.  STETSON  COMPANY,  Philadelphia 


Whoishe ! 

It's    a    lonesome    girl    who    never    has    a    torn 
hairnet. — Jade. 

— o — 

A  Poem 

Dark 

Park 

Girl 

Curl 

Bench 

Clinch 

Breeze 

Squeeze 

Kiss 

Bliss 

Stop  ! !  / — Yellozv  Jaeket. 

— o — 
Straight   F 

What  is  the  date,  please,  sir? 
Never  mind  the   date,  the   exam  is   more  im- 
portant. 

Well,   sir,   I   wanted  to  have  something  right. 

— Voo  Doo. 


In  speaking  to  Advertisers,  please  mention  the  Purple  Parrot 
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There  is  something  about  the 
sense  of  calm  and  ease  and  the 
quiet  refinement  of  THE 
PANTRY  that  makes  you  just 
KNOW  that  the  quality  of  the 
food  and  the  service  will  be  of 
the  highest — the  sort  you  like 
the  best. 


For 

Afternoon  Tea 

Try 

The  Pantry 


THE  PANTRY 

7  1  5  Church  Street 
Luncheon  Sodas  Evening  Dinners 


We  Heard  a  Lecture — 


he  atom,"  said  the  Chemistry  Prof.,  "is  that 
3  larger  than  yc 
istry." — Yellow  Jacket. 


which  is  larger  than  your  knowledge  of   Chem- 


Love  is  like  an  onion, 

We  taste  it  with  delight  ; 
Bui    when   'tis  gone  we  wonder 
Whatever  made  us  bite. 

— Orange  Peel. 
— o — 

Gosh,  Mama,  ain't  that  train  running  like  hell? 
Hobby !    How    many    times    have    I    told    you 
about  using  that  awful  word  ain't? 

—  Yellow  Jacket 


Once  an  old  feller 

Went  to  the  cellar 
For  the  purpose  of  which  you  may  guess. 

Too  much  veast,  too  much  hops. 

Not  tight   enough  tops, 
And  all  over  the  floor  went  the  mess. 

— Wag  Jag. 


We  Believe  in  Signs,  Too 

Sign    in   downtown   store — 

LADIES  SPORT  HOSE 
To    which    we    might    add,    "Darn    right    the} 
do." — Octopus. 

Which  Made  You   Feel   Blue? 

Vmi  may  have  passed  a  stage  door  keeper, 

or 
You  may  have  survived  bootleg  liquor, 

or 
You  may  have  passed  chemistry, 

or 
You  may  have  held  a  royal  flush, 

or 
You  may  have  had  fifty  chapel  cuts, 

but 
hid    you    ever    wear    brown    shoes    comfortablv 
with  your  full  dress? — Wag  Jag. 


Motorists      preparing      to      change      a      tire: 
"\\  here's  the  jack  ?" 

Companion       (  feminine      naturally )  :       "You 
spent  it  all  in  the  last  town,  didn't  you?" 

— Orange  Peel. 

She  sat  on  the  steps  at  evening, 

Enjoying  the  summer  air. 
1  asked  if  I  might  sit  by  her  side, 

But  she  gave  me  the  vacant  stare. 

— Siren . 
— o — 

That  man  is  the  biggest  fool  in  the  world. 
Henry!     Henry!    You  are  forgetting  yourself. 

—  Yellow  Jacket. 
— o — 

It's  a  Gay  Life 

Alice:     "Can  a  girl  live  on  love?" 
Virginia:     "Yes,  if  she  stays  single." 

— Showme. 

— o 

So  your  college  comic  isn't  making  a  hit? 
Nope,    none   of   the    faculty   are   even    talking 
of  kicking  it  out. — Wag  Jag. 


Prof. :     "You    must    try    to    be    good.      Don't 
you  want  to  be  looked  up  to?" 

Co-ed:     "Oh,  I'd  rather  be  looked  around  at." 

— Orange  Peel. 
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Trains 
As  I  was  riding 
In  the  last  car 
On  the  train 
Speeding   east 
Recently, 
And  noticed 
The  low  necks 
And  ladies 
Reading 

With  their  knees 
Crossed, 
And  a  few 
With  the  tips 
Of  their  ears 
Showing, 
I   couldn't  help 
But  think 
How  appropriately 
It  had  been  named, 
"The   Observation   Car." — Octopus 

Dried    America 
My  country,   'tis  of   thee, 
Land  of  grape  juice  and  tea, 
Of  thee  I  sing. 

Land  where  we  all  have  tried 
To  break  the  law  and  lied, 
From  every  mountain  side 
Bootleggers  spring. 

My  native  country  thee, 

Land   of   home-brewery, 

Thy  brew  I  love. 

I  love  thy  booze  and  stills. 

Thy  alcoholic  pills, 

The  moonshine  runs  in  rills, 

From  high  above.  — Octopus 

Adaptable 

Isn't 

Nature 

Wonderful  ? 

Did  you 

Ever 

See 

A  pair  of 

Lips 

That  wouldn't 

Fit  ? — Chaparral. 
— o — 
Is  Marie  sweet  ? 
The  first  coating  isn't. — Azvgwan. 


What  Is  Water  Japan? 

JAPAN — not  the  country  but  a  metal-coat' 
ing  varnish — and  your  morning  bottle  of 
milk.    Totally  unlike,  yet  associated  1 

Ordinary  japan  consists  of  a  tough,  rubbery, 
tar-like  "base"  and  a  highly  inflammable 
"solvent."  The  solvent  dilutes  the  base  so  that 
the  metal  may  be  coated  with  it  easily.  The 
presence  of  the  solvent  involves  considerable 
fire  risk,  especially  in  the  baking  oven. 

Milk  is  a  watery  fluid  containing  suspended 
particles  of  butter  fat,  so  small  that  one  needs 
the  ultra-microscope  to  detect  them.  An  insolu- 
ble substance  held  permanently  in  suspension 
in  a  liquid  in  this  manner  is  in  "colloidal 
suspension." 

The  principle  of  colloidal  suspension  as 
demonstrated  in  milk  was  applied  by  the  re- 
search Laboratories  of  the  General  Electric 
Company  to  develop  Water  Japan.  In  this 
compound  the  particles  of  japan  base  are  col- 
loidally  suspended  in  water.  The  fire  risk 
vanishes. 

So  the  analysis  of  milk  has  pointed  the  way 
to  a  safe  japan.  Again  Nature  serves  industry. 

Connected  with  the  common  things  around 
us  are  many  principles  which  may  be  applied 
to  the  uses  of  industry  with  revolutionary  results. 
As  Hamlet  said,  "There  are  more  things  in 
Heaven  and  earth,  Horatio,  than  are  dreamt 
of  in  your  philosophy." 


General   Office 


Schenectady, 
N.  Y. 

9S-479-J 
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JOSEPH   D.  TOLOFF 


MAKER  OF 


Ph„ne        Photographs  of       1623 

Evanston   2178  <  -y-|  «  »•  -         Orrington  Ave. 

£/?e  Better  Kind    


INSTRUCTORS  are  disposed  to  favor  neatly  typewritten  papers.     Why  not 
let  the  Evanston  Letter  Service  arrange  your  Themes,  Theses,  Notes,  etc., 
for  you  at  low  cost?     Neatness  and  accuracy  guaranteed.     Drop  in  at  620 
Davis  Street  for  special  rates  to  students  for  long  manuscripts. 

Typewriting  Stenography  Multigraphing 

Mimeographing  Folding  Mailing 

EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

620  DAVIS  STREET  PHONE  6145 


So  Is  Ours  So  She  Wore  It 

Is  your  dentist  a  painless  one?  Mary  had  a  grouch  on  last  night. 

I'll   say   so!     He  has  no   feeling  whatsoever  So  that  was  what  you  call  the  thing  she  wore? 


-Chaparral.  — Octopus. 


(i  - 


The  Octopus  says:     "Women  are  like  oysters  Prof,   (following  a  long  lecture)  :     "And  now 

they  have  a  hard  shell — and  inside  of  that  they  you  are  free  to  ask  questions." 

are  a  slippery  proposition." — Octopus.  Stude  :     "What  time  is  it?" — Orange  Peel. 

I  can  hold  my  breath  two  minutes.  It  is  a  curious  anatomical  fact  that  the  amount 

You  don't  say  and — it  is  pretty  strong  tonight,  of  bone  in  the  cranium  varies  inversely  as  the 

too. — Yellow  Jacket.  amount    of    bone    in   the    spinal    column. — Siren. 


I  Oil    #6     \JuCIT\l@CI  •      to  patronize  our  advertisers 

The  Purple  Parrot  accepts  advertisements  from  reputable  firms 
only.  Every  advertiser  has  our  unqualified  endorsement.  The 
merchants  pa  tronizeourcolumns  because  they  want  your  custom. 

Is  it  not  then  to  your  advantage  to  deal  with  those  who  really 
want  you  to  come  to  them  ?  Be  a  Booster  too.  Tell  them  that 
you   saw   their   message   in   the   PURPLE   PARROT! 


<—  it  identifies  you  ! 
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North  Shore 
Hotel 

Chicago  Avenue  and  Davis  Street 


Cafe  and  Coffee  Shop 

BEST     OF    FOODS 
EXCELLENT  COFFEE 


Open  7  a.  tn.  to  8  p.  tn. 


We  carry  a  full  line  of 

Bond  Paper 
Carbon  Paper 
Typewriter  Ribbons 
Box  Paper 
Fountain  Pens 
N.  U.  Pennants 
N.  U.  Pillow  Tops 
Loose  Leaf  Note  Books 
Note  Book  Paper 

Monarch  Sationery  Co. 


1618  ORRINGTON  AVENUE 


Phone  555 


Opposite  Y.  M.  C.  A. 


DU  BREUIL'S 


620  DAVIS    STREET 


We  will  have  more 

booths    for    your 

convenience    about 

March  1st 


QUALITY 


SERVICE 


The  Best  of  Everything  at  All  Times 


When 


You  seek 
conscientious, 
thorough 
service  at  a 
moderate  price 
come  to 


The  Home  Laundry 

1143  Greenleaf  Street 


Phone  Wilmette  606 


Buttons  Sewed  On 
Sox  Darned 


Clothes  Dried 
Outside 


In  speaking  to  Advertisers,  please  mention  the  Purple  Parrot 


Chandler's 

**  fountain.    Sou  are  «•      ftk 

e^vajst  s  t  o  w     Y 

Fine  Stationery     Memory  Books 

Fountain  Pens  and  Pencils 

Kodaks  and  Supplies 


Bring  in  Your  Developing 

WE  ARE  AGENTS  FOR  THE 

WOODSTOCK  and  CORONA 
TYPEWRITERS 


We  also  Rent,  Repair,  and  Sell  on  Easy  Payments 


EVERYTHING  IN  STUDENT  NEEDS 


THE    BIG    STORE 


